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You Paint the Picture / John Patrick Robbins 


I'm sitting here on a balcony, overlooking the ocean. 
Admiring an ever so quickly approaching setting sun. 


Drinking alone for the moment and questioning, is there truly anything more rewarding 
than isolation and the beauty of nature? 


As | glimpse your quasi-naked form upon the bed and have to smile. 


Sometimes It's in what's not shared with the page that's the most perfect art that ever 
truly exists. 


| could have sent you a greeting card, but l'm sending you this poem instead. 


The Process / Jake St John 


Sometimes 

the voices 

in my head 

will read the poem 
and give me time 
to copy it all down 


they leave me 
feeling complete 
and satisfied 


but other times 
the words will stop 
suddenly 

with just an image 
and no ending 


and then 

right before 
disappearing 
they'll say to me 


enjoy this beautiful picture 
with no soul 


Being Human / Kevin M. Hibshman 


| do not believe in harboring regrets. 

However, | often wish | could share more of my life, myself with you. 

There are always deadlines to meet, rules to obey and structures to uphold. 

It seems there is no end to the background noise that shelters us from the awkward 
silence of ever 

being human. 


fractal 01/ Tanya Rahk 


| am the spider 
crawling around inside 
your skull 


we exhale 
the monsters 
we can 


] Kill Myself to Live / Scott Simmons 


If you want to know how | can smoke: 
| light the cigarette and inhale it into my mouth. 


Now if you actually wanted to know why | smoke: 
| like it because nicotine feels really good to my brain. 


And it makes being around humans tolerable. 
Wow, that answer sure is complicated isn't it? 


But if you have any other useless questions, please ask! 
Ideally to somebody who actually cares. 


Dove / Alex Z. Salinas 


Her name was Dove, and through the Starbucks intercom, her voice—friendly, fertile, as 
far from death as seemed plausible in that moment—flooded me with the opposite of 
déjà vu—jamais vu—the suspicion, the certainty, that | wasn't as familiar with this 
place as | sometimes fool myself into believing, this community of complicated families 
and of fragments and organized rubble—eraffiti and pop masterpieces popping out of 
the cracks of old cathedrals, Tejano Warhol slithering out of San Fernando and with his 
heavenly gift raising hell in such great heights where all the rich have bunkered down— 
Alamo Heights, Lincoln Heights, Terrell Heights, Castle Hills—space is limited, we can't 
all sleep on the same square foot—this city of military procedure and drifters, of users 
and consumers, flood plains and limestone foundations where Taco Bell is 
complimentary—not oppositional—to authentic Tex-Mex cuisine, abuelita'’s ghost 
kitchen, where recipes for disaster are vague, yet everywhere in sight, like the dried 
blood of actual red-lining—look it up, do your research, your due diligence, library 
memberships are free of charge. Dot your i's and cross your t's. Drive five minutes in any 
direction and check in with God, if that's alright with you—here, my city, my home, a 
long-lost friend showing up daily at my doorstep, where my welcome mat was once 
stolen, but only once. Are those bruises on your arms? The week had been overcast 
skies, and Dove and | agreed— Dove, with her beige beanie and gray eyes—that the 
weather was our favorite, a page torn from the Pacific Northwest playbook. That's 
where I'm from, she said, but I've lived here all my life. Me too, | said, though that wasn't 
exactly true. Yes, we would indeed be inspired by this weather—Dove, with her beanies 
in 15 different colors, |, with the crown of my graying and overthinking head. (As if we 
had a say in the matter.) The future was straight ahead, in any direction, yes? Just 
drive five minutes. Then as fast as a warm smile fades our story burned out like a 
cigarette flicked out of the window, onto the highway, where my attention was split 
swiftly and unevenly—why do intriguing lines of original poetry strike me as | switch 
lanes, avoiding being hit by aggressive drivers, by aggressively slow drivers? My father 
used to say that the drivers here are like the people - lazy. Which must be why he 
enjoyed commuting and making a kingdom out of work, same industry since 1977, a 
once-vicious dinosaur resting in extinction’s courtyard, in the shade, lapping up the 
milk, which is why I'm here, more or less. Which is why the world in front of me is mine, 
more or less. Which is why I'm here to love you, brothers and sisters. | approach - nay, | 
welcome - my 33rd year in this body, my Christ year with health reasonably intact, 
gainfully employed (so it seems), my master's degree collecting dust bunnies beside my 


bookshelf filled with rare first editions, all of which I'm convinced I'll read before my 
final sleep. Finally, I've trudged more than a hundred pages deep into Gravity's Rainbow, 
which means I'm closer to an end | can't fully comprehend, and | understand the hype - 
yes, | think | understand it, | do. | bow down once again, in spirit, to a white cipher on an 
opposite coast whom I'll never meet, who knows nothing of my practice, my existence, 
which is fine by me. Fine by me. Still, | will adjust my writing habits to please him, my 
faraway master, then I'll mold my low art into a high platform so that | may perch on it 
(in spirit), seek the next one in line - the next me, nearby. How long this cycle lasts, | 
cannot say, though | have an educated guess or two. Or five hundred ill-informed 
impressions. | find concepts like this unpleasant, unsavory, uncompromising, but 
packed with vegetables and vitamins. Mysterious. Yo, get this: | watched a bird peck 
the backs of necks of folks entering the gym, and then it pecked mine too! Jamais vu. 
No, it wasn't a dove; no, no one did a thing. We let it happen—we didn't know the city 
as well as we believed. For the record, | speak only for myself, as | always have, which 
can fan more flames than dreams | conjure in a given week. Today, now, l'm running 
(sitting) on an empty stomach, and | feel fine, for now. Fine by me. | eat my words as 
we speak, both less and more than an afternoon snack. Vegetables and vitamins. A 
piece of me strongly believes, yes it does, that good things will happen to me tomorrow, 
and | will happen to them. It's cold comfort to say life could've turned out so much 
worse, so | won't say It. That isn't my story to write, my story to claim. But then again, 
it's mine to imagine, with all its muscle and flab and curves and blind spots, like entire 
adventures encased in cumbersome meat encased in steel boxes getting to someplace 
important on the titan's tongue, at least here in the southwest. | get it, | do, | do. And | 
know we won't make it out of here alive, not a single one of us, and that that doesn't 
necessarily make us family, but it does. Here, it does. Always has. Me and you. Déjà vu. 
Today, the atmosphere, as it's behaved for plenty of years, is the co/or of television, 
tuned to a dead channel. William Gibson, Neuromancer. But in it, underneath it, inside 
slippery bubbles of time, where many of us cling tightly to ritual and control, bad habits, 
the skin hanging from our many faces, | see much to live for—God, | see things | haven't 
felt. Unfamiliar. And so | must climb the sky (even horizontally). | must endeavor to see 
how many more words escape my clutch, even as we speak. And they do, yes they do, 
for my grip's always been mediocre. | was never much of an athlete, you see, just a 
scribbler with limited vision. Which is fine—fine by me. Actually, it's not, but what can 
you do? 


She Read Maya Angelou / Gregory K. Clary 


| found a lipstick note 
on the mirror 

thanking Maya Angelou 
for reminding 

you to believe me 

the first time 

| showed you 

who | was. 


Deception reflects 

lack of understanding, 
yet discerning the truth 
demands belief. 


| wrote a return 
note on the mirror 
to you and Ms. Angelou: 


Oscar Wilde told me 

to tell you 

that deceiving others is 
called romance. 


At Night Glinting / Susan Isla Tepper 


With nothing to choose 
we eat the glass 
strewn everywhere 

on the streets 

across gardens 

and the floorboards 
chairs and beds 
sprinkled over books 

at night glinting 

on the pots and pans 

a small rug where my dog 
used to rest 


chewing carefully 


As JF Nothing Ever Happened. / Jesse Lynn Rucilez 


December 26", 2017. 
Stark City, Oregon. 
1:11 p.m. 


“| don't care who you are to anyone else," he said, fists clenched at his side. 
Restraining himself. “You're nothing to me anymore." 


She looked hurt. Once, she'd been the world to him; everything. His eyes sparkled 
when he looked at her. Now, his eyes looked hollow; reflecting something she couldn't 
understand. “But...it's been three years." 


“| don't care if it's been ten. Or a hundred. Or a thousand." 


They stood on the vaunted Stark City archway. Above them, the dismal sky 
threatened rain. Below them, Stark Boulevard pulsed like an artery through the heart of 
downtown. This chance meeting had ruined an otherwise mellow day. He'd seen her on 
the archway and averted his eyes, determined to pass without a word. But she'd called 
out to him in a jovial tone. Called his name and walked over to him. 


Grinning. As if nothing ever happened. 


He exhaled. Not a sigh, but a sharp, sudden eruption. Almost a warning. Just the 
sight of her brought everything back. All the angst. All the anguish. All the anger. 


“Look,” she said, offering a conciliatory smile, “I'm sorry about how things ended 
between us.” 


He glared at her. The Aerfrom his dark, sordid past. The Aerwhich almost every man 
has once known and left behind. The ferhe associates with pain. 


“Five years," he breathed, beginning to tremble. “Before you, | went Ave years without 
anyone in my life.” 


She drew back, frowning. Confused. Offended. "I said l'm sorry." 


He winced as sharp memories tore through him. Afterwards. All those months. Hour 
after hour, day after day, week after week. A brutal cycle of rage and depression. Some 
days, unable to drag himself from bed. Some days, furious at everyone and everything. 
An aching, empty, loneliness in the center of his shattered being. 


All because of Aer. 
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Again, she tried to smile. “It wouldn't have worked between us. You know that." 
“| don't care." 

“Well...l just wanted to say that it's good to see you, and that l'm happy." 

“| don't care." 


“Look, | was honest with you from the start." She raised her left hand. “See? I'm 
married now." 


“| don't care." 

“| have a daughter now, too. She's beautiful.” 

“| don't care." 

She paused, imploring him with her gaze. “Can't we...can't we still be friends?” 
Incredulous, he shook his head. 

“Please?” Now her eyes shone with desperation, a child's need for approval. 


Silent, expressionless, he bit down on his pride, on his roiling fury, and turned away. 
Not quite what she deserved, but good enough. 


“Why are you so angry?" she asked: hollow and frustrated. 
Unclenching his fists, he began to walk away...and didn't look back. 
As if nothing ever happened. 

—January 17", 2017 
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Cogs in a Machine / Skaja Evens 


The powers that be would rather you keep your head down 

Don't ask questions 

Pay no attention to the man behind the curtain 

Desperately tending to the house of cards poised to crumble in the breeze 
We're sold a bill of bullshit goods 

Grow up, go to a good school, get a good job, aspire to that spouse 

With a white picket fence and children you can't afford to raise 

Just so they can reinforce the cycle 


| look around the place where | sleep 

Wondering why | chose to move the stacks of things I'm not sure | ever needed 
Realizing again, sadly, that | am not actually living the life | choose 

Because | didn't really choose one 

Growing up in the land of the free 

Except we're cogs in a machine 

Complacency is a choice 

And don't you dare be ungrateful 
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Jn A Sentimental Mood / Jake St. John 


She lay there 
on the bed 
propped up 

on one elbow 
silhouetted by 
blue moonlight 


a satin shawl 
woven 

by the thread 

of night 

falls over 

naked shoulders 


long pale legs 
stretch and join 
the blurred edges 
of the room 


her eyes 
smolder 

like embers 

in the dark haze 


the orchestra 

of my heart 

plays a jazz ballad 

filling the room 

before floating up 

and out the open window 


to join an ensemble of stars 
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Chinks Within the Armor/ Ashley Karlsson 

We drank until near death. 

The hangover was still a lingering promise. 

As we Started out the day with Bloody Mary's and laughed at the antics we scarcely 


recall. 


We seldom if ever shared the same space. 
He was mad and | was probably well on my way to being considered insane. 


We were friends in an odd sense, occasional lovers whenever the mood struck us. 
People are complex, emotions get in the way of a good time far too often. 


Isn't it fortunate we were both equally ruthless by design? 


Drugs and treachery are simply what we do. 
Caution, sharks are upon the shore as within the water it seems. 
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Wasted Words / Scott Simmons 


| never said that | didn't love you. 
But you still put those words into my mouth. 


If you'd known how many times you've broken my heart, 
and how long I've stayed despite it all. 


You would see the answer. 
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What His Eyes Hide / Kevin M. Hibshman 


Something sly? 
A knowing warmth dusted with a hint of defiance? 
A suggestion of youth unripened? 


My own eyes have grown slightly more concave with the weight of vision. 
There may be traces of permanent tears. 
The mark of struggle and the passing of the years combined. 


| try to gaze deeply as | can while remaining unobtrusive. 
We make conversation and it remains casual. 

| want to know what lies beneath his sweet veneer. 

A carefully constructed glamour that rivals mine? 
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Shakespeare’s fool / Tanya Rahk 


lyre strung with vein 
and scar tissue 


the door is 
a jar 
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He Won't Ever Be Gone / Gregory R Clary 


He and his daddy 
attended Studio Wrestling 
matches every week and 


bought Marvel comics. 


He later ran their pool hall 

while praising the 

Avengers, Jeet Kune Do, and Hulk Hogan. 
Selling beer for carry-out only. 

Unless he knew you. 

| knew he had been sick. 

In hospice. 

Where he died yesterday, 

two days before his 69" birthday. 


The newspaper death notice said: 

There are to be no services at this time. 
| hope he is in some unknown paradise, 
talking up Bruno Sammartino, 

browsing Spider-Man #1, and 

trading one-inch-punches 


with Bruce Lee. 
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Mall Over America / John Patrick Robbins 


| once worked at Spencer's and had a thing going with a little goth chick who worked at 
Hot Topic. 


Then | got caught sneaking around with another from the food court. 
Who always seemed jealous of another that worked over at the pet store. 


Apparently it was no secret | loved to pet the pussy, cat's that is. 


Dirty minds often think alike. 
I'm always guilty in most Cases. 


Cheers. 
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The Only Perfect Circle / Scott Simmons 


I've always wanted to thank you for my fourteenth birthday. 
You gave me one of greatest gifts that I've ever had. 


All the Music that you put on my computer. 

It's been there for me so many times when nobody else was. 
Gave me all the tools | needed to rebel by thinking for myself. 
And helped me to discover a world outside of my cage. 


Although my archives have grown a lot since then. 


The value of the lesson always remained the same. 
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All] Desire / Jake St. John 


All | desire 
is your lips 


your eyes 
your laugh 
your touch 


only 
all of you 


when I'm left 
silent and sullen 
crawling through 
late hours of night 


no lights needed 
to illuminate gloom 
no songs left to sing 


all | desire 
iS you. 
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fractal 02 / Tanya Rahk 


automatic, battle ready, and pickled / we loop into positive stances / 


pathways in a battery / charge and burn clean / leave hungry skeletons 
/ memories of radiation 
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Fortuity / Gregory K Clary 


A scientist friend of mine 
often tells me that 
unexpected surprises are 
to be expected. 


Incongruity Theory, he calls it. 


A menopausal grandmother 
asks her husband to 


begin planning their reveal party. 


A life-long smoker 
blows out the candles on 


her 90* birthday cake. 


An aging coal miner 
steps into a little 

West Virginia meat shop 
and asks: 


How are the lobsters today? 
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Co-Writing In My Book / John Patrick Robbins 


We shared lines and swapped stories in a rented room somewhere down in Kill Devil 
Hills upon the outer banks. 


We didn't mask our truths, for we understood our demons and they danced together as 
we embraced our desires for the poison was pure as the lust. 


We didn't concern ourselves with the limits and damn sure with the opinions of others. 


Do not disturb the wicked, for they understand their truths as others mask themselves 
from facing mirror's reflection. 


The drugs are never evil, it's the lunatics blind to the understanding. 


This shit ain't for everyone. 


But it most certainly is for me. 
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The Insurrectionist / Kevin M. Hibshman 


| care not for your well-being. 

| only wish to prosper by any means necessary. 
Salvation is a lifestyle only a few can afford. 

| march against your right to exist. 

| keep my vested interests in hand. 

| am a self-serving egotist. 

| am not very difficult to understand. 

My religion has no bearing on my morality. 

| sold that out long ago in a two-fisted cash grab. 
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